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** Thu magic Tolume contains neither a Treatise on Cooker>- by Uie 
** AjTchbishop of Canterbury, nor a Dissertation on Cash Payments by 
" an Irish Student, nor niustrationt of the Classics by Deacon Xaw- 
^ rie, nor a work on Farriery by the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
'* nor a coUeetion of New Walties by Mr Wilberforce ; but it eon- 
'* sisti, rimm teneatii, of an Heroic Poem, by a jBsaty Dragoon." 

Blackwootr$ Magazine, No. 25. 
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THii Editorsi of Black^^ood's EDmBUBOB 
Magazine long ago laid me under ftn obligation, 
the nature of which may be known by reference td 
an Artide in the 28d Number of that Miscellany, 
under the title of " Poenis hy a Heavy Dragoon.*^ 
This kindness, as is usual in such cases, Was e& 
ercised with delicacy, for I felt its effects without 
learning to whom my acknowledgment was particu- 
larly due. The publication, by Mr Blackwood, of 
** Peter's Letters to His Kinsfolk,*' which 1 saw 
some months afterwards, enlightened me oh the 
subject ; for it was there distinctly given out,* that 
Messrs Lockhart % and Wilson % were principal 
supporters of the new and aitdaciously original Mw- 
gcmne §. I was assured also, from other quarters^ 
that the criticism with which the ** Heavy Dra- 
goon" had been honoured was the production of Mr 
Lockhart. Now, it had become Well known, that 

* idee Peter's Letters, 13d Edition, Vol.111, p&ge 134. 

:|: Mr John Gibson Lockhart and Mr John Wilson. The first Is 
mw sini-in=>]BW to Sir Walter Seott^ aad fia admiier of '* psychological 
curiosities.^' The second is now Professor of Moral Philosophy in 
the University of Edinburgh, and Poet of << The City of the Plague/* 
&c. 

J See Peter's Letters, Vol. II. p. 227. 



VI 

the same Mr Lockhart was the principal writer of 
Peter's Letters— the name of Peter Morris of Abe- 
rystwith being only a sort of transparent veil to his 
intellectual dignity, assumed after the fashion of 
other illustrious personages, when they descend 
among the people. Desirous as I felt, when my be- 
nefactor was ascertained, to shew a proper s^ise of 
his favour, I doubted for some time as to the manner 
in which a return could be most judiciously made,* 
At last it occurred to me, that in the Letters before 
mentioned there was a very lively.and agreeable ac- 
count of Mr Lockhart, drawn up with much accu- 
racy by himself, and that I might pay him an hum- 
ble, but not unacceptable compliment, by turning 
that description into rhyme. By way of compa- 
nion to the picture, I resolved also to versify the ac- 
tx)unt of his friend Mr Wilson from the same book. 
It is probable, that Mr Wilson was not the writer 
of his own character, but only looked over and fur- 
nished a few poetical touches. 

My laudable intention remained for a consider- 
able period " in a state of suspended animation,*' till 
accident lately brought me within hail of Mr Black- 
wood and his critics. This, ** awakening all my ten^ 
demessv*' made me hastily execute what I had so long 
designed. I have, for the most part, preserved with 



* In the preface to a Book of Wood-Cuts, lately printed at Sir 
Egerton Brydges's Private Press, in Kent, I took occasion to thank 
Blackwood's Editors 5 but the circulation of that volume, of which 
only a few copies were published, was much too restricted for my 
gratitude. 
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scrupulous fidelity the substance if not the spirit of 
my originals^ as will be seen by collating the text 
with the notes. While I thus testify my admira- 
tion of the ** two principal supporters of Blackwood's 
Magazine/' I beg not to be suspected of neglect by 
the lesser stars of that bright galaxy ; for I am not 
sufficiently initiated in the mysteries of the " Bib- 
liopole of the Oval Saloon" to distinguish them with 
certainty by name. 
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Hamt'lm, Feb. 17, 1821. 
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A Book was writ of late ;* the title-page 
Announced its Author as a Cambrian sage :* 
But keen Edina, jealous of her claim, 

• 

In earnest whispers told the truth to Fame : 

Fame, ever willing to detect a cheat. 

Her voice sent forth from Arthur's stately seat, 

And bade attentive Caledonia learn. 

That Peter's Letters were " a home concern," 



^ A Book was writ of late called Tetiachordon. 

MiLTOK, Sonnet XT* 

2 " Peteb's Letters to his Kinsfolk, hj Petek Mobbis, 
M. D. of Pensharpe Hall, Aberystwith : Printed for William 
Blackwood/* This publication was intended to give immortality 
to every distinguished living character in Scotland, and to some cha- 
lacters whose ambition was to be distinguished j among the latter, 
to its authors, Mr Lockhabt and Mr Wilson, as will be presently 
seen. 

B 
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*• A venture^ from the Blackwood-Firm below, 
Of Wilson, liockhart. Diffidence, and Co.^ 

Whet« the New Town, a beauty pert and vain. 
Surveys her elder sister with disdain. 
There in her paragon and Prince of Streets, 
Once dwelt a vender of confected sweets. 
The man of pastry dweUeth there no more ; 
But pufls are made where puffs were made before. 
There Blackwood* now displays his Hall of Taste, 
And pufls of paper follow puffe of paste ; 



' T^eve are othezs In the concern wbose names do not appear. 
Whatever ccanea from this company is of superior quality ^ and 
'* to connteract the many attempts that might be made to impose 
^ aa the nnvraxy a spurious composition,** (as Messrs Day and Mar- 
tm of Hiolbom express it,) every aiiicle, is stamped with the broad 
seal of the third-named partner. 

^ ^ Use ofitily ^reat lokmginjj; book>-shop in the New l\>wn of 
Edinbmngh is Mr Blackwoo^^s. He took possession of a krge aad 
airy suite of rooms in Princes Street^ which had formerly been oc- 
cupied by a notable confectioner^ and whose threshold was, there- 
fore^ ftmiliar to all the frequenters of that superb promenade. 
Tliere it was* that this enterprising bibliopole hoisted his 
standard, and prepared at once for action. Stimulated by the 
example and success of John Murray ^ whose agent he is, he deter- 
mined to make, if possible. Princes Street to the High Street, 
what the other had made Albemarle Street to the Sow. The 
length of vista presented to one on entering the shop has a very 
imposing effect } for it is carried back, room after room, through 
various gradations of light and shadow, till the eye cannot trace 
distinctly the outline of any olject in the &rthest distance. First, 

* Na 17, Princes Street 
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There, smoking hot, his ** Monthly JouthoP' steams, 

« 

In all the savour of inflated reams ; 
There Manuscripts of Chaldee scent the room^ 
And food for scandal sheds divine pen^une ; 
There wholesome flummery the palate woos. 
With Poets' Essays on Themselves and Muse ; 
Young wits who know their alphabet to Z, 
Apprenticed there, ply hard the hand and head ; 
There broken Dandies^ with industrious thumbs 
And loosen'd stays, make little sugar*plums» 
Whip luscious cream for trifle's airy fi-oth. 
Or Hogg's ambrosia mix with barley broth ; 
While Lockhart plasters gingerbread ydtfe gold. 
Or sadly eyes the puffs that have not sold* 

^ Sanguineous^ husy, subiley brave, and blufi^ 
Presiding lord of patty, cake, and pufl^ 



there is, as usual, a spacious place set apart for retail business, and 
a numerous detachment of young clerk^ and a^rentices, to whose 
management that important department of the concern is entrusted. 
Then you have an elegant oval saloon^ lighted fix)m the roof^ where 
various groups of loungers and literary dilletanti axe engaged in 
looking at or criticising among themselves the publicaticMis,^* &c. &g. 
Peter^s Letters^ Second Edition, Vol, II, pages 186, 187. 
^ ** Mr Blackwoob is a nimble active-looking man of middle 
age, and moves about from one comer to another with great ala- 
crity, and, apparently, under the influence of high animal spirits. 
His complexion is very sanguineous, but nothing can be more 
inteUigent, keen, and sagacious than the expression of the whole 
physiognomy \ above all, the grey eyes and eye^braws, as full of 
locormotion as those of Catalani,'*^ &c. &c; Vol. !!• page 188. 
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Great Blackwood sends his delicacies forth, 
Blackwood, the self-dubb'd Murray of the North ; 
The master-cook of fudge ; surpassing wise ; 
With eye-brows grey, and Catalani eyes ; 
And rich broad brogue, combining all the notes 
Of ancient Reekie's soft Italian throats/ 

Prized beyond all, as prized it ought to be. 
The work called Peter's fills his veins with glee. 
The real artists of that dotterel-pie 
Oft he regards with glances quick and sly ; 
While Wilson answers with a knowing smirk. 
And conscious Lockhart chuckles at his work. 

Their's was that work, and be its glory their's, 
Tho' Gall and Spurzheim might contend for shares ; 
Such seasoning rich of craniologic lore 
Those cooks have borrowed from the German store ; 
Their's be the glory, and be mine the care. 
To chaunt the praises of the skUful pair, 

^ Prodigious Lockhaet ! dull detractors say 
His mood's malicious, when 'tis only gay ; 



^ " In such critical colloquies the voice of the bookseller liimself 
. may ever and anon be heard mingling the broad and unadulterat- 
ed notes of its Auld Reikie musics Vol. II. p. 188. 

' Extracts from Mr LockharCs Description of himself. Peter* s 

Letters f VoL III, pages 134, 135, 136, and 137. 

*^ I had an opportunity of seeing and conversing with Mr Lock- 

HABT, who, as well as Mr Wilson, is supposed to be one of the 

principal supporters of the Magazine, and so of judging for myself 
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Because he loves a jest ; and little fears 

What tumult he may raise about his ears. 

Let foes come on ! he scorns the angry throng, 

In self-esteem invulnerably strong. 

The crowd mistakes him ; for the crowd's a fool 

That measures character without a rule. 

He to be fairly valued must be known 

Not by the world's opinion but his own ; 

And this he gives us, thanks to generous youth. 

With all the green simplicity of truth. 

When Lockhart*s merits Lockhart's eyes discuss 

They view the admirable Crichton thus : — 

^ The rare substructure of his classic mind 

For satire's coarse delight is too refined : 

But playful spirits ^ dance about his chin, 

And tickle him to laughter's venial sin. 



concerning an individual who seems to have cared very little hoW 
many enemies he raised up among those who were not peik)nally 
acquainted with him. Owing to the satirical vein of some of the 
writings ascrihed to his pen, most persons whom I have heard 
speak of him seemed to have heen impressed with the notion that the 
bias of his character inclined towards an unrelenting subversion of 
the pretensions of others. But I soon perceived that here was 
another instance of the incompetency of the crowd to form any ra- 
tional opinion about persons of whom they see only partial glimpses, 
and hear only distorted representations.^^ 

^ '* I was not long in his company ere I w^as convinced that those 
$lements which form the b<isis of his mind^ could never find their 
satisfaction in mere satire,*' &c. &c. 

^ ** At the same time, a strong and ever wakeful perception of the 
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His strong perception^ never knoum to doxe^ 

Takes special note of all that comes and goes. 

The regions of his head are aU alive '** 

In every nook^ an intellectual hive, 

Some sluggish sense may guide the veriest dunce ; 

He has a thousand feelings aU at once. 

And qualities unnumber'd ; so, yoii see. 

He tries zxid. judges aU the things that he. 

What chance has man or woman, fib or fact. 

Thus tried and judged by their united tact ? 

'^ You meet, 'tis true, with persons every day — 

Who speak more clearly what they mean to say : 

« But thaf s because he takes but little pains 

To make his tongue acquainted with his brains, 

^ Though skill'd in every language, not alone 

Now heard, but ever heard or ever known ; 



ludicrous is certainly a prominent feature in bis composition, and his 
flow oi animal spirits enables bim to enjoy it ke^y and invent 
it witii ^ccess/^ 

10 << I fuive seen^ howevtr, very few person^ wfiQfe minds care so 
much alive and awake throughout every corper^ and who are so 
much in the habit of judging and trying every thing by the united 
tact of so mofiy qualities and feelings all at once.^ 

^ ^* But on/e meet$ with ^.bundance of indiriduals every day who 
vhew in conversation a greater facility of expression*'*^ 

^* " I never found Mr Lockhabt very much engrossed with the 
desire of finding language to convey any relation of ideas thai had 
occurred to him^^ $fc. 

" " In regard to^Bci^fVy of expression, I do not know whether the 
;Audy (flat^uagesj which is a favourite one with him, (indeed, I 
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His very skill obstructs the art of speech — 
Perplexing all, and disappointing each. 
Words jostle words, like ducklings in a gutter : 
In short, excess of learning makes him stutter. 
Too high attainments thus themselves disable. 
And wisdom's head becomes a Tower of Babel. 

»♦ But tiien Jits face expresses all his mind ; 
It's lines are regular and quite defined. 
The manly hrtm juts forward,^/!? and well ; 
And ohscroatUm gives a stately swell. 
And, after all, this bold commanding face 
Is soften'd by a melancholy grace, 
An air ineflable of bland concern, 
That proves a sentimental pensive turn. 

'^ Tho' bred on I^ hanks^ and early taught 
Much to revere what Aristotle thought. 



am told he understands a good deal of almost aU the modern hm- 
guages, and is well skilled in the oTicient ones,*) I know not whe- 
ther this study has any tendency to increase suchjaciltty,'*^ 

^* ** Hisjhatttres are regular and quite definite in their outlines 5 
hlsjorehead is well-advanced^ and largest^ I think, in the region of 
observation and perception y But the general expression is rather 
pensive than otherwise,'*^ 

^^ *' Although an Oxonian^ and early imbued with an admini' 
tion for the works of the Stagyrite^ he seems rather to incline in 
philosophy to the high Platonic side of the question, and to lay a 
great deal of stress on the investigation and cultivation of the im- 
personal sentiments of the human mind \ ideas which his acquain- 
tance with German literature and philosophy has probably much 
contributed to strengthen/' 

* How naturally does this artless pannthesis slide in ! 
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He loves the flowei^s that lured the Athenian Bee, 

And follows Plato in Philosophy ! 

'^So, ever fed, with appetite extreme. 

On Plaids honey drown'd in German cream. 

He learns to give sarcastic fandes playy 

Quite in an easy^ Imrmlessy lambent way : 

His sparkling jests have no malignant drift ; 

He is an Addison, and not a Swift ! 

Such is the genuine likeness, light and shade. 
Of young John Gibson by himself pourtrayed. 
Thus the coy peacock will his charms unveil. 
And shew the wondering sun his dappled tail. 

Now, gentle people, graciously attend 
To Wilson, pictured by himself or friend ; 
No matter which ; for Peter's works, you know. 
Are the joint stock of Diffidence and Co, 
And whether Wilson, placed before his glass. 
Or burnish'd mirror of as useful bruss, 
By the mere virtue of his own right hand 
Produced this portrait to enchant the land ; 
Or whether, fearful to omit a grace. 
He got his Friend the pleasing lines to trace ; — 



16 « Under the influence of that mode of thinking, a turn for 
pleasantly rather inclines to exercise itself in a light and good 
humoured pUty of fancy, &c., than to gratify a sardonic hittemess, 
&c., or to nourish a sour and atrahilious spirit, &c. with a cherished 
and pampered feeling of delighted disapprobation like that oi Swift. 
— But Mr Lockhart is a very young person," 
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Sitting with patient vigtt 9^ th^ vh^s 

Like dame Peatweazle calling up a smile--^ 

How much may he of moral ^ifi^ence there^ 

Let WUaou teadi us from his Moral Chair. 

' ^ Robust 9 athleHCf hroad ctcrosfi the h^ck^ 
Beware of Wijson, if he cross your track ; 

His look is sopfiething 'twixt a smile and frown. 

As if he knew that he could knock you down.^^ 

England may hoast of boxers ; hut not caie 

Could vie with Scotland's terrible strong John* 

No gew^ine Goth ' ^ was ever half so Juir, 

Nor rude ^S^aTubrian ^° waved such peUow hair ; 

'' His eyes are of the lightest azure hue, 

Yet of the eleareftf piost cerulean blue ; 

** Blood in his cheeks with laughing fierceness glows^ 

Just as of yore in Rome's Teutonic foes. 



^^ " Mr WiLSOK. A very robust athletic man, — hroad across 
the Imck^—r-^nsi set Vipo^ his limbs.'* Peter'* s Letters^ VoL I," 
page 126. 

18" Having altogether very much that sort of air which is in- 
separable from the consciousness of great bodily energies.'*^ Ibid, 

* ^ *' In complexion^ he is the best specimen I have ever seen of 
the genuine or ideal Goth^ Ibid, 

flo «4 jjjs ^^ Is Qf tjjg ^j^g Sicambrian yellow?^ Ibid, 

* ^ ** His eyes are of the lightest and at the same time of the' 
clearest blue?'* Ibid, 

22 u 'pjjg blood glows in his cheeks with as firm a fervour as it 
did^ according to Jomandes, in those of the '* bello gaudentes 
preelio rid^tes Teutot^s'*'* of Attila." Ibid, 

C 
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Let not hisjfi^rehead*^ your regard escape^ 

A fine expanse, though somewhat odd in shu^ : 

Pure Fanc^s regions there are spread to view. 

And, strange to tell, pure wits developed too. 

To sum up all, no visage ** ever gave 

Such brightly beautiful, such grandly grave. 

Such deeply desperate, such blithely bland. 

Such wonderful expression, — at command. 

And then his voke / ** "tis Musi&s charming riddle ; 

A solemn organ now, and now ^. fiddle. 

As for the rest, the Graces, though you stare, 

Would vmnly strive to mend Ins finished air. 

Be jubilant,** ye pastors of the flocks 
Of Luther, Galvin, Wesley, Wickliflfe, Knox : 



*^ ** HhJoreAead is finely but strangefy shaped '^ the regions of 
pure fancy and of pure wit, being both developed in a very striking 
manner, which is but seldom the case in any one individual,-^ 
and the organ of observation having projected the sinus frontalis 
to a degree that is altogether uncommon.'^ Ihid, page 127. 

^^ ^' I had never suspected before I saw him, that such extreme 
fitimess and freshness of complexion could be compatible with so 
much variety and tenderness j but, above all, with so much depth 
itf ei^ression. I have never seen a physiognomy which could 
pass with so much rapidity from the serious to the most ludicrous 
of effects,*' &c. lUd, pages 126 and 127. 

85 i< f he flashing brightness, and, now and then, the still more 
expressive dimness of his eye, and the tremulous musn of a voice 
that is equally at home in the highest and the lowest of notes,—- 
and the attitude bent forward with an earnestness to which the 
Graces could make no valuable additionJ** Ibid, page 128. 

** *' With such gifts as these, and with the noblest of themes 
to excite and adorn them, I have no doubt that Mr Wilson, had 
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Rejoice that Wilson to the Muse is sold^ 
Else had some luckless pastor lack'd a fold. 
Ye deans and chapters bid your bdls rejoice. 
And shake the steeples with then: brazen voice. 
To Britain's loss, your stars were most benign. 
That Poet Wilson did not turn Dhine, 
Else had he surely soared beyond you all : 
Just flapp'd his wings in some prebendal stall ; 
Just left some notes of eloquence behind, 
To shame aU preachers of impassioned kind ; 
Then for a bolder flight his pinions spread. 
Nor stopp'd till Becket's mitre graced his head* 
How had he then astoi^nded all the church. 
With Canterbi^ry's crOsier for his perch ! 

But let dim Glasgow's shout the welkin stun ! 
Wilson, the Prince of Poets, is her son ! *^ 
Yes, let her triumph in her peerless bard. 
Though vapid fashion gives a cold regard. ** 



he been in the churchy would have left all the impassioned preachers 
I have ever heard n^ny thousand leagues behind him*^ Ibid^ 
page 128. 

*' " The author of the Isle of Palms and the City of the Plague 
(whose exquisite lines, &c,) is a native of this place, Glasgow.** 
Ibid, Vol. III. piige 255. 

S8 ii i^g truth is, that I do not think justice is at all done in ge* 
neral to his genius, &c. The meed of poetical popularity has 
been bestowed in our time, in a way that cannot be considered in 
any other h'ght but that of extreme partiality,'*^ &c. &c. &c. 
Ibid, page 256. 
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Shame to the long-ear'd ag^ ; ih^ paePa ime4 

By modem taste is Midas-like deiireed. 

Let any Pan, let Byron sing, or Moore, 

To him the hays shall he adjudged be sure : 

Let Wilson warble in his sWeetest strain, 

Glasgow's Apollo sings, alas, in vain ! 

*^ Consult bis verse, unnumbered beauties start 

Fresh froiii eAch glowing page, and seize the heart ^ 

Whatever Fancy can invent to charm. 

To freeze ot* mdt, enrapture or alarm ; 

Whatever tenderest feeling e'er conceived. 

Or god-like genius gloriously achieved ; 

All thisi and more, hath injured Wilson done ; 

Let Glasgow shout, though Fame neglect her s6n ! 

Bard of the azure eyes and flaxen hair. 
Celestial cherubs have not dieeks so fair : ^"^ 



*9 " Beautiful and various,*' Ibid, page 25)5. " Richness and 
fervor of poetic invention, and, at the same time, a clear pathetic 
mastery of all the softer strings of the human heart, — such as, 
in a wiser or less capricious age^ would hpye long since procured 
for the poem very extensive popularity, and for the poet himself 
a much more copious reward of serious admiration than seems as 
yet to have heen hestowed hy the general voice upon Mr Wil- 
son/' Ibidy page 257. 

'^-This has been said before. See note 19. But the repetition 
ocduis more than once inmy text-book. For instance, **I have heard 
that in his early youth j he proposed to go out to Africa^ in quest of 
the Joliba^ and was dissuaded only by fhe representations made to 
him on the subject of his remarkably ^V andjlorid complesionJ*^ 
Vol. II. page 540. 
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So fair, that wllett, m eariy youth, iitdhied 

On Afric's shores the Joliba to find, 

T^or ftiends n6r kindred could his will restl^n, 

Nor floods of tears by ladies shed in vain : 

But when they urged how southern suns and toil. 

The dazzling radiance <if those cheeks would spoils 

The young Adventurer rein'd his fancy in, 

And istaid at hon3«, and srpared his lily skin, 

^' Yet hath he since o'er many a mountain's sod. 

And many a valets, heroicaJly trod : 

The Sister Isles have not a glen or height 

To him unknown, in his complexion's spite : 

They^ve not fi stream whose trout he hath not scared- 

And not a bumpkin by his prowess spared. 

AH Britain's fairs tmd wakes have seen his feats : 

Proclaim it, Glasgow, through thy gaping streets. 

^* But, ah, how rarely those that know too much 
The glittering fruit of reputation touch ; 



^^ "Bat I believe be has since walked over every bill and valley 
•in the three kingdoms, having angling and versifying, no doubts 
-for bis principal occupations ^ but finding room every now and then 
for astonuhing the /air and wakes all over these islands, by hisi 
nUracukus feats in leaping, wrestling, and singlestick." Ibid^ p^g^ 
S40 and 541. 

^' *' Early attainment of great fame is by no means in the pow* 
er of those who possess the greatest <;iirfWy of capacities and affatn- 
mewts."^' V<il. III. p. .iS5& 
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One prudent talent, ^^ too, will oft prevail. 
And win its object where a thousand fail. 
Witness Grimalkin and the accomplished Fox ; ^^ 
And witness Wilson, who can fence, and box. 
And read» and write, and rhyme, and run, and row. 
Jump in a sack, and shoot a sitting crow ; 
With every village ring in wrestling cope. 
And catch a pig, although his tail they soap. — 
AJl this can Wilson do, and yet, oh stain 
To sacred Justice ! all is done in vain. 
Pudding and praise by meaner hands are won ; 
Let Glasgow rise and vindicate her «,n ! 

Oh matchless Critic, and oh matchless Bard, 
Know you why Fame withholds your just reward ? 
Learn, Wilson, learn, and Lockhart see the cause i — 
You sound no trumpets in your own applause ! 
ISelf-praise the echo of the world procures ; 
The bane of too much modesty is your's. 

r 

'^ A man who has only one talent, and who is so fortunate as 
to be led early to exercise it in a judicious direction, may soon be 
expected to sound the depth of his power, and to strengthen him- 
self with those appliances which are most proper to ensure his 
success. But he whose mind is rich in a thousand quarters,** 
&c. &c* For the rest of those fine passages about Mr Wilson and 
his too multifiuious powers, see pages 258, 259, 260, and 261 of 
Vol. III. 

^^ In the fable of the Cat and the Fox. 

'^ Some of these acquirements have been already noticed. See 
note 51. Mr Wilson^s superiority in *' leaping, wrestling, box- 
'* ing, and speaking,^^ is likewise celebrated in Vol. I* page 126. 
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These lines attest.it, — to yourselves severe. 

You let not half your excellence appear. 

To tell your charms I choose the words tfou dbos^ 

Obtruding only prosody for prose. 

Fain would I sing such laudatory strain 

As suits your merits, but 'twould give you pain : 

Grieved I forbear, reluctant to annoy 

The wakefiil blushes of a pair so coy. 

Critics have oft assail'd my careless verse. 
Or damn'd it with faint praise, that direst curse ; 
And oft in sad soliloquy have I 
Stood doubtful to submit or to reply ; 
From the meek law of patience to revolt. 
Or stand recorded for a drivelling dolt 
Prudence prevail'd ; and Patience held her rule. 
Though sometimes sorely tried by knave or fooL 
I waged no quarrel for an idle rhyme : 
The wOTms of earth defile the flowers with slime ; 
But dews from heaven descend^ and kindly rain. 
And wash the vernal leaves and flowers from stain. 
And so, thought I, some blossoms ev'n of mine 
May yet be cherish'd ; why should I repine ? 
Faint grew that hope, and fainter still it grew ; 
No dew descended but oblivion's dew : 
I ceased at last the sickening hope to nurse. 
And sadly smiled at vanity and verse. 
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'Twas then, even then, wben eyety wiah w«a tked« 

And aid, so long defiMr'd, was scarce desiredl, 

The fostering dew came softly rolling forth 

In rich redundance firom the tender North. 

Blackwood's kind critics eulogized my song, 

And breathed new life through what wa^ dead so lopg; 

The germs of verse sprung out in beauty, kist 

By that reviving hyperborean mist : 

While old Dunluce '^ beheld with grim amaze 

His Irish ivy twined with Scottish bays. 

What if my Muse, so long o'erlook'd and chiU'd, 
With joy was warm'd, with. gratitude was thrill'd : 
What if my bosom panted to repay 
Those gentlest critics in the fondest way ! 



^ Dunluce Cattle ^ a poem, of which cue hundred, copies were 
printed at a piivate press early in IS 14, was the performance oil 
which such liberal patronage was unexpectedly bestowed by these 
gentlemen many years After it had been printed, and when I thought 
it was long forgotten by the few persons who might have seen, it. 
I intzettany indiyidiial,whp may think that I shew my gratitude too 
much, to r^fer to the criticism which has occasioned this expres- 
sion of it. It will then be owned, that the compliments paid to me^ 
and to the profes^on to which I have the honour to belgng, were 
such as Gould not be well forgotten, however dilatory I might be in 
acknowledging them, from remoteness of situation and other causes. 
I think it but just to the party who treated me so handsomely, td 
warn any reader who makes this re^rence^ not to be s|«rt!ed by 
some peculiar elegaiw^ies of diction to b^ found in the criticism re- 
ferred to, nor by some slight mistakes into which the learned critics 
have fallen, such as mistaking an heraldie symbol of aa tmcicnt 
baronial family for a pocket-handkerchief. 



85 



Sucli wag my mitse-s avreUihg thought and mine ; ' 
But high emotions suddenly decline* 
Distance tmd indolence txxy zedi o^er-rul'd* 
And firesh porsoits my grateful fervour cool'd* 
But when, with Chance, the soldier's guide^ I pa^t 
To Sootb's hills, my eeal retum'd at laat. 
Procrastination's blame wa3 mine ; but not 
The ^uih of letting kindness be forgot. 
Whether I view'd red Bothwell's broken towers, ^' 
Or by Cmi^ethan's '® walls beguiled tihe hours ; 
Sought truth with Owen '• by the Falls of Clyde^ 
Or gathered peUt^les on Loch-XiOmond's side ; 
Serious or gay» no {deasure se^m'd oomplete ; 
Some inirard Mentor urged me firom reteeat 
*' G^ .gracdess Idler, leave the Urken faank^, 
" To Blaekwood*s erities bear your tardy thanks. 
•/ Go, idler^y ^o," it said, or seem'd to say, 
•* Short is the space, and easy now the way." 

Thus did my debt, neglected till so late, 
Oj^sess jny .spirit with a growing weight* 
Wrongs I endured, but favours such as those 
Of Blackwood's critics troubled my repose. 



" Tke fuios joC Bulhweil Cii3lle, new Hfumlton, ivheze thfi wn- 
ter of these coupleto.is at present quartered. 

*^ The nims vi Cmignethfai CusUe, between Hamilton and La* 
BMktSiqipDiedtobethe TiUietudbm oSlj$iy Margftjet Bellenden 
in Old MortaUty. 

'' Mr Owen of New Lanark. 

D 
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Time was when I, by idle thoughts betrayed. 
In satire's thorny mazes might have strayed ; 
But that is past, — ^not genial Jaoob^^ now 
Could make me break my charitable vow. 
I shrink from strife with such a morbid sense. 
Scarce would I scotch a snake in self-defence. 
Peace, then to Aristarch's fastidious tribes. 
Though verse of mine be withered by their gibes. 
Peace to reviewers, whosoe'er they be. 
That bend their lordly frown on humble me. 
I yield, submissive, to their awful rage. 
And own the sms unnumbered of my page. 
Far other feelings Blackwood's critics raise. 
My soul expands, encouraged by their praise ; 
My arms would hug them with as fond a care 
As friendly Bruin hugs his brother Bear : 



40 « Gemai Jacob.*^ Tonson, the old bookseller. My Ja- 
cob, however, though literary, is not a bookseller, but a Mr Jacob 
Fletcher, an eminent Jacob of Liverpool, who sometime sincfB toftk 
great pjuiis, in a long letter to a reverend Friend of mine in Wor- 
cestershire, to explain how it was impossible for me to succeed in 
grave poetry, in as much as certain words not orthodox, such as 
*^ Uibyrinthine," *' marcid,^' &c. were to be found in the attempts 
I had already made. He advised, that if I wrote at all, I should 
** write satire/* This was very obliging, but unfortunately his ad- 
vice had not been asked \ and my friend was so impolite as to re-* 
ceive his communication with a very indifferent grace. This note 
is intended to shew him that I appreciated his civility with duede* 
(:orum, 
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But, self-exalted to Wit's throne, above 

The baffled stretch of my presumptuous love. 

They see and smile at Gratitude's excess. 

And 60 may deign to be content with less. 

Go, then, pure incense, from an ardent soul. 

Around their heads in fumes respectful roU ! 

Go, waft my thanks where all my thanks should fly. 

Though most unworthy to ascend so high ; 

Go, bear my love, ye clouds of incense, go. 

To Wil3on, I/)ckhart, Diffidence, and Co. 



THE END, 
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